CHAPTER 236 


March 20, 2012 


“Alright, hold on, let me get this straight-“ 


The group ran forth through the white fog in search of Izanami, their vision clouded 
every step of the way. But they couldn’t turn back; the only way was forward. Rise 
had managed to find this place from the television in Junes after scanning for the 
last few days; which was perfect because they only had so much time before Yu had 
to return home. What a going away party, huh? At the same point, they really 
couldn’t do it without him, what with him being the apparent center of this conflict 
and all. So they ran; all of them. Hell they even managed to drag Kurt here, even if 
he didn’t really believe them at first. After all, the gas attendant being some 
powerful force of evil was probably the most preposterous thing anyone could have 
ever told him when he woke up this morning. But then, so was jumping into a 
television and being a complete mirror image of a second Kurt, who was 
presumably dead and quite possibly a complete asshole. So he gave them the 
benefit of the doubt. 


“... Fhe gas attendant is actually some kind of demigod that wants to kill us all with 
fog, so he gave Yu, Adachi, and Namatame the powers to enter television and just 
let them duke it out. And now he just wants to kill us all for no reason. Stop me if 
I’m wrong.” Kurt remarked with exasperated sarcasm. The sad thing was he wasn’t 
even THAT far off; he was making things sound a little more ridiculous than it was of 
course, but he got the basics of it. 


“And Maya.” Justin corrected him. It was pretty clear that Izanami had given Maya 
some power too, why though was still up for debate. And there were still several 
questions as to why; it was a little vague why Yu got his powers, but they had the 
faintest idea why. In the case of Maya, they hadn’t the slightest clue. Was it to try 
and enact a scenario similar to this? It had to be, that was the only logical 
conclusion Justin had come to. But then, if this scenario required that there be three 
people, one would assume by extension Maya’s had to include three other people 
as well... So who were the other two? 


“There’s supposed to be three each, right?” Kurt spoke up, verbalizing the thought 
deep rooted in Justin’s mind. “Any idea who the others are?” 


“None whatsoever. San Diego isn’t exactly as small as Inaba.” Justin sighed a bit. 
Inaba was small enough that narrowing it down would be an easy task, even if they 
hadn’t discovered their answer through their investigation. San Diego was large; so 
much larger than here. It would take decades to just run the possibilities through. 
“Explains why those two both have the same Persona though, | suppose.” Justin 


added, passing a quick glance at Yu and Maya. Maya looked kind of tired; all of this 
was a little much to take in at once after all. 


“Whatever; won’t matter anyway once this chick’s gone.” Kurt added optimistically. 
He raised a valid point, the sins that had been planted into the dirt to grow and 
sprout in San Diego never came to fruition, at least not on a massive scale, and 
they’d have no chance of growing if the gardener were to be removed from her 
position. The others nodded with optimistic agreement, feet still moving swiftly 
forward as panels opened like window in front of them. The hallway was long, and it 
felt like they had been running for an eternity; and if the increasing rate of panels 
was any indication, they were getting closer. Indeed, it got to a point where all they 
could see was an infinite tunnel of these things opening. Perhaps that’s why they 
were so surprised when the final one opened to reveal Iznami. They were barely 
able to stop quick enough to avoid a collision. Which was good, because god only 
knows what she would do if she were pissed from an unexpected input. The gang 
was quick to jump into an aggressive fighting position, ready to strike at any 
moment. 


“Congratulations in making it this far.” She remarked with slight indifference, as if 
she were just keeping a schedule, running through the motions. For all they knew, 
this might not have been the first time this bitch had tried to pull this stunt. They 
could only confirm it would be the last. 


“Well thank you very much, Ms. Root of All Evil!” Yosuke countered with sarcastic 
anger. Being congratulated by what was essentially satan incarnate trying to wipe 
out the entire human race by morphing them into disgusting, feral shadows... well it 
wasn’t exactly ‘flattering.’ 


“You granted certain individuals the power to enter the TVs. You created the 
Midnight Channel as well. And lastly, you started a rumor about the Midnight 
Channel to raise its public awareness... Is this correct?” Naoto interrogated Izanami, 
proposing a tentative theory she had on the matter. There was still more to ask, 
mostly in regards to Maya of course, but for now, let’s just try to understand the 
crisis that was presented before them right here, right now. She closed her eyes, 
chuckling slightly with amusement at the human’s deductions. 


“All save one point. This ‘Midnight Channel’ you speak of... It is indeed a device to 
draw hearts into this world. But it was always your individual wills that would 
determine what appeared on it. Humans ache to expose their suppressed sides, 
while the prying eyes around them are curious to see them laid bare. The want to 
show, and they want to see... | granted a "window" that catered to both. That is all.” 
She explained, trying to justify the device she had created. It made sense; who 
didn’t enjoy a little bit of drama, after all? And there was ton of drama to be had 
seeing someone’s suppressed emotions. What Justin disagreed with was people 
wanting to see that kind of stuff; no one wanted anyone to know about it, that’s why 


it was suppressed in the first place. God know Justin didn’t want anyone else to 
know a thing about him. From personal experience, it seemed like bullshit. 


“Everyone wished to know more about the people who became famous through the 
media... And the Midnight Channel was there to grant their wishes. Once the 
person they wanted to see entered the realm of human thought, they would appear 
even more clearly... | see... So that's how it worked. “ Naoto mumbled to herself 
with fascination. So the Midnight Channel was reflecting what humans desired. 
Ameno did mention the human mind being linked to this place, so it didn’t seem 
unfathomable. Peculiar, but still within the realms of logic that had been crafted in 
that world. 


“Are you saying... All you did was give that initial spark to Senpai and the others, 
then watched things unfold? And the rumors spreading, things going wrong... We're 
to blame for all that's happened!?” Rise gasped with shock. She refused to believe 
that all of this could have been avoided of people weren’t such gossips. Hell, the 
thought that she herself could have contributed to this simply horrified her; they 
ALL could have contributed to this. Which meant the blood of those who died was 
on THEIR hands. 


“Everything was for your sake... To create the world mankind so wanted. Man 
struggles to understand one another. You can only truly know a finite number of 
people within your lifetime... But humans disregard this fact, and try to know more 
people than is possible. Only by comparing yourself to others can you define 
yourselves. Thus your ever-present anxiety... Your anxiety causes you to see only 
what you want to see, and believe only what you wish to believe...” Izanami 
lectured the group, like a parent explaining to their children why they do the things 
to do. Because they love them. In this case, and in several cases of the former, 
however, that was complete and utter bullshit. It wasn’t because Izanami cared for 
the humans desires; it was all an excuse to justify trying to wipe them out, and 
Justin could see that. They were a means to an end. And wait, was this the same 
Izanami from that story he heard on the school trip a while back...? The one that 
was killing humans because she was throwing a bitchy fit at IZanagi? Funny 
connection, wasn’t it? Point was, she didn’t care. It was all a ploy. 


“That's not true.” Yu shook his head with disapproval. Izanami was lying straight to 
their face, and why? Did she think they were just going to back off if she had a 
justifiable excuse for being a mass murderer? It didn’t work that way; Yu and the 
gang were here to bring justice, and bring justice they shall. 


“| must agree that the vast majority of people are exactly as you say.” Naoto 
admitted begrudgingly. There was some truth to her words; just nowhere near 
enough to justify the bullshit she was spewing from her mouth. 


“But we don't intend to live that way.” Chie shouted back angrily. She refused to 
live in a world shrouded in fog like that, where people were nothing but shadows of 


their true self. The shadow world was disgusting enough as it was without having to 
subject herself to that kind of thing day in and day out. And what of loved ones and 
friends and family? What would happened to them? There was nothing good about 

Izanami’s plans for a new world order. She wouldn't live like that. 


“If we were fine with the world you're making, we'd never have come this far, 
dammit.” Kanji added onto Chie’s words. The very fact that they had been fighting 
so hard against this should have been proof enough that this was a bad idea. 
Especially given that the people who were fighting included those chosen to enact 
the true wishes of mankind. Clearly this wasn’t okay. At all. 


“We'll keep searching for truth and figuring out who we are, as we go on with our 
lives. 


“Isn't that part of the fun of it all?” Justin agreed with Yosuke. A predictable life was 
a boring life after all, discovering anything just added a little spark that kept people 
going through their lifetimes. 


“We'll decide our own fate.” Yu declared. Let no one say that their fate was in the 
hands of someone else; especially someone as malicious as Izanami. Izanami wasn’t 
too pleased to say the least, infuriated with the resistance that these troublesome 
teenagers were giving her. They had served their role and now they dared to bite 
the hand that fed? They’re insolence would not go without punishment. She floated 
up ever so slightly, cloak expanding long, form twisting slightly. Her eyes faded 
away and her gray hair flowed out in long black strands. Her gown hardened like 
metal and gave birth to wing like structures along her waist, though as to what that 
was for when she could already fly, no one was quite sure. Best leave it as 
decoration. 


“Knowledge of the truth is not everything. Yet drunk with truth, you exceeded your 
role, and became too involved... Now, learn for yourselves whose wrath you have 
brought down... Come, sinful sons of man!” She barked before extending her hand 
out, a heavenly display of light cast down upon them in a shower. They were quick 
to dodge though, side stepping the barrage of energy and countering with attacks 
of their own. They had to give it their all; after all, this was where it would all end. 
The faith of Inaba, no, perhaps even the entire world rested on their shoulders. 
Swiftly they attacked, blow after blow of scorching flames, crackling thunder, crisp 
ice and bellowing winds. The battlefield was completely coated in light and smoke 
from every single ounce of effort they thrusted forward. And even after the group 
was exhausted, they kept flinging everything they had at it. It was five minutes of 
continuous spell slinging before the Investigation Team came to a halt, taking a 
deep breath as the waited for the fog of war to clear and reveal the damage they 
had done. 


To their great surprise, they didn’t even make a scratch. 


“What in the fuck?” Justin panted as he stared at Izanami, simply floating their, 
arms crossed as if she weren’t even impressed with the effort. The game was rigged 
from the start unfortunately; the Investigation Team had simply never realized that. 
They were fighting the gods after all; just how much of a chance did they expect to 
have fighting this thing? The group gathered their breath again before diving in for 
a second assault, much to similar results as the pulled away. Izanami might as well 
have been doing her nails right now with how little she was fazed by all of this. And 
who could blame her? She seemed to have this thing all under wraps. One snap of 
the finger and it would be over. And | do mean that quite literally. 


“What's the matter...? Did you intend to defeat me with such feeble strength?” 
Izanami mocked them from up above, not so much as flinching as attacks bounced 
off of her body like rubber off of steel. 


“Yeah, kinda.” Justin countered with his usual sarcasm over deep breaths. Sending 
his Persona forward like that with all of his strength was taking a lot out of him ona 
physical level. The pain he felt in his lungs right now was a lot worse than he felt 
Izanami could do to him casting those spells of hers. If only he had known. 


“Can you not understand...? It is impossible to defeat me... You understand nothing, 
| see. Ignorant mortals! |am a god! I'll teach you the truth of your miniscule 
existences!” She shouted with fury before extending her hand out again, her index 
and middle fingers extended but her others curved into her palm, almost in a 
absolving manner. Which was hilarious given that the only sin being committed 
here was on Izanami’s part. “Goodbye... Accept the reality of your death...” And 
within a split second the deepest fog Justin had ever laid eyes on expanded through 
the skies, a dark purple that made visibility rather, low, but still present at the same 
time. He looked around as the fog settled down around their legs. You know... he 
was expecting something to actually happen, but it seemed to just be fog... Maybe 
this wouldn’t be as bad as he thou- 


“Ah! Something’s got my leg!” All eyes were quick to jump to Yukiko, who was 
struggling to get her leg free from whatever had caught it. No one could see 
anything though, and at first they had figured maybe she just tripped on a 
cobblestone or something, but seeing how much she was trying to tug her leg out 
with little to no success immediately started to stir some concern, though not as 
much as the fact that she seemed to be gradually sinking into the fog. Yu was 
probably the first to rush over and grab her by the arm, trying with all his effort to 
get her out of whatever had grabbed her. Yet despite Yu being there to tug her out, 
all the others helping in the matter... she still sunk away into the ground beneath. 
Yu dropped to the ground, patting the floor with horror... What did she do? WHAT 
DID SHE DO!? His eyes slowly raised from the ground, lungs inflating in and out with 
terror as he hyperventilated, struggling to really come to terms with what just 
happened. No, no, she couldn’t be gone, could she? There was... no way. And yet... 
his heart ached. Something was wrong. 


“...What did you do to her?” Yu growled with fury, aiming his eyes at Izanami like 
dual pistols, ready to aim shoot and fire. Izanami just giggled a bit, clearly finding 
amusement in all of this. Yu’s stomach was twisted in all sorts of knots. She... 
didn’t... She couldn’t, would she? ...She did, didn’t she? 


Dear god... “WHERE IS SHE!?” 


“The same place that awaits all of you.” Izanami shrugged off the question, holding 
her hand out again. This time the scream came from Teddie. Eyes widened as 
everyone realized what was going on; she was trying to systematically drag them 
down to hell. What was clear was no matter how much they tugged they could not 
pull the person that was drowning back up. Some realized that, others didn’t. Those 
who had caught on were ultimately the survivors; the ones who didn’t were easy 
pickings to be grabbed next. A chain reaction soon started; first Teddie, then Kanji, 
then Rise. Naoto was on the move, but accidentally bumped into Yosuke, causing 
her to get grabbed onto instead, much to Yosuke’s horror. Down, down they went 
through the rabbit hell, off to never never land. And there wasn’t a damn thing 
anyone could do about it. Yu outright vomited after a while; this wasn’t right. His 
friends were all dying and no matter how hard he tried he couldn’t save them. They 
couldn’t fight back, they couldn’t be dragged away... They were destined to die. 
And there wasn’t a damn thing anyone could do about it. 


“Goddammit, there’s got to be a way to stop this!” Justin shouted in horror, trying to 
analyze Iznami the best he could, buying off the times by which his friends were 
being snatched up. It disgusted him to have watched his friends just be dragged to 
their death like that, nothing they could do to stop their deaths... Just having to 
watch. Even worse was the fact that he was using their deaths to his advantage 
without even having a second to mourn. And it made him sick. He had to toss out 
his human emotions if he had any chance of making it through this. And you would 
think that would mean his shadow coming out. But he never so much as reared his 
ugly head. He would die with Justin too if this continued, so Justin wasn’t quite sure 
why... Maybe that was the plan all along. It was hard to say. 


Kurt was the next to get grabbed; and while he had slowed the process down by 
morphing the structure of his leg, dissolving it into a black goo and then regenerate 
it just outside the grasp of the hands that reached out from below, it seemed 
Izanami had her ways. Not even Kurt could resist the amount of arms that reached 
out of the earth to drag him down. And that left Yu, Justin, Maya, Yosuke and Chie, 
the latter of which had tears bauling completely down her cheeks. All the death she 
was witnessing here... She couldn’t bear it. Her heart felt like it had exploded twelve 
times over. And the worst part... the first person to go was her best friend. If she 
survived this, how was she expected to go on after her friends gave their lives like 
this... she couldn’t... It was too much. 


“There must be a way to get airbourne; if we can stay in the air, the arms can’t grab 
onto us right?” Yosuke reasoned, tapping his feet every which way to try to avoid 
death’s cold grasp. Unfortunately all it took was one false step and Yosuke had 
fallen straight on his ass, were he was an easy target for Izanami’s spell. For each 
limb he had there was a separate pair of arms to pin him to the ground and drag 
him through the fog. Maya was quick to react, rushing over to him in a vein attempt 
at trying to grab him, even knowing there wasn’t a damn thing she could do. Hope 
over comes all, hope over comes all, hope over comes all- She repeated frantically 
in her head over and over again as she grabbed one of his arms, trying to keep him 
from diving beneath the earth. Much to everyone’s surprise, she was able to 
prevent Yosuke from diving beneath the surface through pure willpower alone, 
though unfortunately she couldn’t pull him out. “Crap! Don’t let go, don’t let go!” 
He begged Maya, pleading her not only as a lover but as someone afraid to die. And 
Maya listened as someone who was afraid to be alone again. 


“Shit, I’m running out of ammo here! Anyone know if Naoto dropped her gun!?” 
Justin shouted frantically as he fired off the last of his rounds at Izanami, to not 
much effect. He was testing out various points that seemed weak along Izanami’s 
body, but nothing seemed to work. His bullets just shriveled up upon contact, like 
crushed cans of cola. He stopped for a moment, searching his pockets for any last 
remnants of ammo he might have had on him. Nothing, much to his dismay. 


“Justin, look out!” Chie shouted, eyes wide as she rushed over to him. What an idiot 
just standing there like that! He knew he was supposed to keep moving. Justin had 
completely forgotten within a few seconds span unfortunately, eyebrow raised with 
alarm as she rushed towards him. He hadn’t expected her to push him to the 
ground; that seemed like the last thing she should do considering the ground was 
killing them all... but then he saw it. As she pushed him to the ground, a hideous, 
bloody hand wrapped it’s fingers around her ankles, slowly starting to drag her 
down. Chie had saved Justin’s life... at the cost of her own. Justin was quick to crawl 
up on his feet, trying his best to loosen the hand’s grip on her but to not much avail. 


“Dammit, no no no!” He muttered to himself frantically as she sunk further down 
into the ground. It felt like seconds lasted hours as he watched her fade away in the 
fog; and there wasn’t a thing he could do... And she was drowning in the fog 
because Justin was too stupid to fucking move. That should have been him dammit, 
not her. It should have been... Justin’s eyes teared up as he tried to claw his way at 
the ground, to reach down and grab Chie and bring her up from the depths below, 
but to not much avail. This was a nightmare, only he couldn’t wake up. Tears 
started to flow down his cheeks as he stood up from the ground. His heart had been 
broken before, but this? Completely destroyed. There was nothing but an empty 
black hole now, sucking everything up just to destroy. 


He slowly stood up from the ground, legs shaking as they tried to give away. He 
wanted nothing more than to lie down and die now. He lost his reason for living; so 


then why should he keep going on? His eyes shifted around the fog filled chamber 
with horror. For a brief moment his eyes locked with Yu’s, and there was this deep 
emotional connection in how they were suffering from the loss of their lost ones, 
how they didn’t know what to do with themselves now. Yosuke and Maya were 
lucky; they still had each other. What did Justin have now but a heart shaped hole 
where the hope ran out? Yosuke and Maya may have been running low on luck 
though, as they were slowly starting to slip. Willpower only went so far; at best it 
was slowing the inevitable. But Maya refused to let go, finger nails digging into his 
skin as she clinged onto him for dear life. And then... Then there was her. Justin’s 
eyes fell upon her, and hers upon Justin. And she was smiling. Laughing at his pain. 
That was when he lost it. 


“What the FUCK do you think you’re laughing at you bitch.” He snarled with pure 
testosterone. He had no reason to live other than to see the so called god suffer the 
worst fate he could possibly imagine. Nothing but the worst torture ever would 
suffice. “You pretend to care about what we want, but then you take away the only 
thing that mattered to me. You’ve taken... EVERYTHING from me... What more do 
you want? My life?” Justin took a deep breath, pain running all along his stomach. 
“_..Fucking take it...” 


“Uh Justin, that’s probably not such a good-“ 


“DO IT!” He shouted with the intensity of a thousand gods. Izanami was happy to 
oblige of course, a quick wave of her hand before sending Justin flying down into the 
ground beneath him. He didn’t try to resist, and for that very reason he went down 
within a split second, accepting the fate that had been given to him. 


“NO!” 


Emptiness... 


There was nothing but emptiness as Justin opened his eyes; a blank white void 
surrounding him in every direction. There was no up, or down, or left, or right. 
Direction was a matter of perspective, and here, he had no perspective. He had 
nothing. He was empty, a hollow shell. His eyes didn’t so much as wander to ponder 
where he had awoken; he just stared out into the empty void. He had nothing; why 
should he care? 


“So... This is what heaven is like? | always imagined I’d meet mom and... and Chie 
here.” Justin shook his head with sadness. He never imagined the latter, but given 
the circumstances, perhaps that was what he had hoped to achieve in death. He 
couldn't live without her, so he wouldn’t. And yet, in death he was still separated... 
So what was the point? 


“Not heaven. Hell. You’re hell to be more precise.” A voice echoed 
throughout the void. Justin made minimal effort to locate the source of the sound, 
tilting his head only slightly; but then, that was all he needed. Blackness tore 
through the empty void, manifesting it’s self in a single orb of pure darkness, simply 
staring him down in front of his very eyes. “And | am not your god, before you 
ask.” 


“Then who are you.” 


“That’s not for me to say.” The voice echoed with laughter through the void. All 
good things came in time after all, and the time was not yet there to reveal his true 
identity. And Justin still had a role to play in the future. They all did, even if they 
didn’t know it. They would not die until their duties had been fulfilled, he would not 
allow it... But he would make it clear who was holding the leash here. Not his 
shadow, that’s for sure. “For now, you can consider me your tormenter.” 


“Why? Haven't | suffered enough.” Justin moaned with disappointment. There was 
nothing this being could do to him that could be worse than the pain he had already 
felt. It would probably be considered pleasurable by comparison, but then, the pain 
of some cuts was deep enough that he could never be happy again. Some wounds 
don’t heal. The being just laughed a bit, growing close to Justin, as if to look him 
dead in the eyes. 


“Not you. Him” He explained. Justin was confused for a great moment, but then 
he felt this splitting headache. He gripped his forehead, and no matter how much he 
tried to fight the sensation running through his veins of fire trailing through his life 
system, he couldn’t prevent his shadow from reemerging. He had been forced out; a 
sensation Justin had never been prepared to feel. As the shadow opened its eyes, it 
was quick to flinch with terror; his gravityless suspension suddenly fading and 
causing him to fall the ground, where he was quick to try to back away from the fast 
approaching darkness. 


“Y-Y-You.” 


“Yes, me.” Within a second, the shadow’s crawl was put to a halt as hands jumped 
out from the abyss below him. Dozens of them, each holding his joints down tightly 
to the ground, so tightly he couldn’t even squirm, not even his head, which had 
been clapped together between two hands. “Have you ever read Crime and 
Punishment. Of course not, you filthy creatures don’t know how to read, 
do you? Let me explain it to you. Crime and Punishment is about a man 
who believes that great men should be allowed to commit crimes so long 
as it advances the better good. He thinks he is an extraordinary man, and 
as such, murders two people. But at the end of the day, he is not great. He 
is but a man who thought he could take matters into his hands. So he goes 
to jail and rots. Do you know why I'm telling you this.” The shadow remained 


silent, staring up at his torturer with fear in his eyes. He wasn’t ready for this; he 
wasn’t prepared. “You’ve done your crime... now this is your punishment.” 


Before the shadow could react several more hands sprouted out around his face, 
stretching his sking and exposing his golden eyes with their fingers. He went to 
open his mouth to scream, but in the end, screaming could not save himself from 
the faith he had conjured himself. From his agape mouth, out grew another hand, 
it’s palm big enough to cover his entire face. Slowly the two fingers marched their 
way up to where the shadows eyeballs were... 


And then those fingers gouged his eyeballs out, slowly and painfully. He could not 
scream, for he no longer had the mouth to do so. And he could not die for he was 
already dead. He could not escape the pain as the fingers dug into his eyes, tearing 
away at the inside of his skull as they appendage tried to yank the eyeballs out. And 
when they finally did? Darkness. 


“GAH!” 


Justin screamed as he awoke, lungs shifting in and out at a rapid pace. He couldn’t 
see at first, nothing but the white void around him of fog. At first he figured he was 
still dead, that his eyeballs were long gone, and now he was forced to repeat that 
moment over and over again as part of his punishment for his sins in life. In truth, it 
had been him shocked awake back to life. His breath slowed a bit as the fog faded, 
lowering down to the ground level. He could feel his heart beating, so he must still 
be alive, but... how? And... Why him? 


And from the fog, Justin could make out two figures... The big bulky figure of 
Izanami face down on the floor... and the figure of Yu, damn near collapsing on the 
ground from exhaustion. It was only a shame Justin had died... It was quite the 
spectacle while he was gone. Maya and Yosuke had apparently held on long enough 
to witness it from what Justin could tell from the fading fog. They were still in the 
position they had been before he was dragged down to hell, and from the look of it, 
they were both relieved and completely amazed. Why didn’t anyone tell them Yu 
could summon more than one Persona? That just wasn’t fair. Once the fog cleared 
and they could see the ruins of Izanami, Maya and Yosuke clinged onto each other 
in a tight embrace. At the very least they had made it. 


And then the fog regressed even further. More and more figures became visible 
through the fog: Teddie, Rise, Kanji, Kurt, Naoto... Even Yukiko. If Yu hadn’t been so 
busy staring at his downed foe, he probably would have ran all the way over to her 
and embraced her. But he was tired, and he hadn't realized what he had done had 
saved them all. Justin couldn’t believe it; his heart skipped a beat as he witnessed 
his friends’ return to life. Or were they all just dead and this was truly heaven? It 
was hard to say, but whatever it was, he wanted to believe this was true... But... 


something was missing. Something important. And that’s when Justin felt a tapping 
on his hand. He turned around quickly to find Chie on her side, clearly still 
exhausted from having gone to hell and back. 


“Don’t you ever do that to me again.” Chie ordered him with wide eyes. Dying kinda 
sucked, but what was worse for her was the heart attack she had near had when 
she saw that hand reaching up to grab Justin and drag him to his death. Maybe her 
priorities were out of wack, but that’s how her heart felt. Justin’s heart froze in place 
for a brief moment before diving to pick Chie up and wrap his arms around her. And 
he never wanted to let go. And for a long time, he didn’t. Fuck Izanami. Fuck all the 
others... He found his reason for living again. 


“This can’t be... How could | be defeated? How am | the one to diseappear...?” 
Izanami groaned from her resting place on the floor, trying to force herself up, but 
failing miserably. Every single eye in the room fell on her angrily. After all, she did 
kill most of them but a moment earlier. Kill me once, shame on you, kill me twice, 
shame on me. “Instead of the endless struggle, wouldn’t it be easier to wrap oneself 
in lies and live in blissful ignorance...? Isn’t that true peace for humans...?” Justin 
sighed for a bit shaking his head. How ignorant. It kind of pissed him off actually. 


And when pissed off in the shadow’s world, you better be sure you’re ready for the 
unexpected. Within a second Justin’s shadow took over, shoving his hand into the 
pocket and firing off the last bullet in his gun at Izanami’s skull. Killing her instantly. 
“Fuck you.” He groaned, rolling over in pain a bit. He just killed a god; no doubt 
this would advance his cause exponentially, yet... it felt like nothing... Mostly 
because his eyes were mere shadows of what they had been before his punishment, 
pure white, not a single iris or pupil. He could see, but it hurt. It hurt so bad. The 
pain was unimaginable. It was hard to celebrate under these conditions. 


The shadow took a deep breath as he tried to stand up, suppressing the pain inside 
of him as he tried to keep his balance, the others following his league. Killing 
Izanami might have been a bit overkill, as well as concerning giving the shit storm 
of souls that soon went flying down the shadow’s throat, but at the same point... 
this was it. They accomplished something great. It took maybe a minute or too 
before Izanami completely fused into the shadow, his body flinching from the shock 
of such a great power being added to his own; but the new soul in his collection of 
minds eventually settled in, and with a little spittle of blood from his mouth, the 
shadow was near good as new. Yu just smiled a bit as he looked around. “The 
contract’s been fulfilled.” 


“I’m in enough pain without your gibberish.” The shadow groaned after a 
while. The more and more he saw Yu, the more and more he thought he was crazy. 
Which was saying something from the schizophrenic. Yu just smiled before he 
extended his finger to the sky. The shadow felt like decking him to be quite honest, 


but suddenly he was blinded by a great light. He covered his eyes, annoyed by the 
shining light now in his eyes. But once the light cleared, my god... 


The fog was completely gone, and what had once been a twisted realm of 
depression and destruction was slittered with rivers and trees, flowers and bees, 
butterflies as far as he could see. It was... beautiful. The most beautiful thing the 
shadow had ever seen. “...My god... It’s beautiful. Is... this what it used to be 
like?” The shadow mused with amazement as he walked forward into the grass. 
The crunch of grass blades beneath his feet rang through his ears like a melody, 
and the cool crisp air that pressed against his neck felt like nothing he had ever felt 
before. The flowers beneath him reflected in the flowing river in front of him ina 
splendid rainbow. And he fell in love with the majesty of colors. This... THIS is what 
the shadow had always been fighting for... but... why? Wasn’t it the humans who 
made it such a shitty hole? 


“You see...?” Chie spoke up, making her way beside Justin. She could see the 
wonder in his shadow’s face, the sparkle in his now blank eyes. He had never been 
more awestruck by anything. “We don’t want to see you guys suffer. THIS is what 
we've really wanted all along.” She explained. He had been so convinced humans 
were responsible, yet they had been on the shadows’ side all along. The shadow 
hung his head with a combination of confusion and shame. Had he been wrong this 
entire time? No... he couldn’t have. The humans were in charge, but... Maybe 
something had gotten lost in translation somewhere along the way. He stepped 
forward, staring out into the horizon. 


“,..Perhaps the problem has been internal this entire time...” He mumbled 
this entire time. If IZanami had been clouding everything in fog like that, then 
perhaps... Perhaps SHADOWS were to blame for the fate of their city... And humans 
were the means to rebuild. Dear god, he’s been a fool this entire time. He took one 
last glance at the horizon before deciding one thing and one thing only: he his 
mission was not with the humans. Justin opened his mouth and let out a scream, 
much to the immediate fear of Chie and the gang. What they hadn't quite realized 
was he had been expunging the purple smoke in his lungs from his system, exhaling 
it out into the wind. The smoke quickly reformed itself in Justin’s image, yet they 
remained two separate beings. Justin stared with shock and slight fear at his 
doppelganger as he walked off to the edge of the cliff, staring at the horizon. “If 
humans are not the problem; then this is not something that can be solved 
by exterminating them. It has to be resolved from the inside... Let me 
make clear that only those who dare to hurt my people are my enemy.” He 
turned to them, as if to try and justify his atrocities. “If your words are true, and 
you mean us no harm... Then you just very well might be the answer to our 
problems...” 


“What exactly are you trying to say?” Justin coughed, throat sore from the shadowy 
being that had just been expelled by his immune system. There had to have been a 


less painful way than that. The shadow bit his bottom lip for a moment. What WAS 
he trying to say? It was hard to tell sometimes. 


“If you really mean the best for us... Then you will help us rebuild. What 
you see here... This is what this whole goddamn world needs... And if this 
is a creation of humans, then so long as my world remains pure, you have 
nothing to fear from me.” The shadow smiled a twisted grin. “So go. So long 
as the humans wish this of my people, they have nothing to fear from me. 
Just don’t think you can fuck with us the moment I turn my back.” He 
glared. Seemed like the conditions were pretty clear to Justin. If the world remained 
green and beautiful like this, then his shadow would leave him... Justin smiled a bit. 


“You're a good man deep inside me. You’re just kind of an asshole.” Justin chuckled 
a bit. He hadn’t been happy in so long... His shadow, gone? His life his once again? 
Never having to fear his own emotions and losing control of himself? It was like a 
dream come true. The shadow ran his eyes over the group one last time before 
slowly fading his body to fog, rather to go wherever the wind took him. 


“Remember your promise. | will remember mine.” He grinned sadistically as 
the last of him dissolved to fog. Justin shook his head. It was pretty clear he still 
hated humans, but at the end of the day, he knew that his world came first. And the 
humans presented a means to an end. If they just kept thinking positive, building 
the world like this, this could be the beginning of a grand relationship between the 
two worlds. Justin performed a mock salute to the smoke now drifting away. 


“Shine on you crazy diamond. Come on. Let’s go home.” 


